R. Lilley / The Robin's dance
So do 1. This extract from the 1995 Health Ombudsman's report highlights his concerns about the avalanche of complaints he receives from relatives, carers and friends about the way in which the NHS handles death and bereavement. It is a scandal, a shame and an ignominy. If the Ombudsman is to be believed, why does the NHS not begin to understand the end? There are no excuses, three out of four of us will die in a hospital bed. Nearly all of us will do it. There is no novelty, nothing unusual about it. Nevertheless, the people who will minister our deaths are trained to sustain life. When the end comes they are bereft. They have no words.
For them, the end is a failure of science, a deficiency of pharmacology, a defeat of ingenuity, and an exhaustion of their skills. The men and women who administrate death focus on their passion for paper, receipts, safe custody certificates and office hours, on Mondays to Fridays, between 1O.15am and 4pm. When they come to work they all seem to leave behind the fact they have relatives who will, almost certainly die one day in a hospital -just like the one they work in. The standards, the approach, the words they would want for their own are so easily defined but so carelessly forgotten for others.
Ask yourself these ten questions about where you work: None of this can bring back whoever it was that polished their smile with the toothbrush and enjoyed walking on freezing days, wrapped up in the coat that still hangs by the kitchen door. None of this will ever bring back the loved one to finish reading the book. None of this can make the Robin dance for two -but it may make the memory less painful for one.
